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the precincts and even the inner chambers of
Whitehall, and still the heart beats faster and
curiosity runs like fire through the blood when the
cry goes up : " Now the King comes." History
cannot offer a more convincing proof of the reality
of this strange blend of patriotic fervour and senti-
mental curiosity than the diary of that eager little
bourgeois, Samuel Pepys, whose whole life re-
volved about the Court, and for whom the cares
of office were amply recompensed by the almost
daily spectacle of the King walking through the
galleries of his palace or round the lake in St
James's Park, sailing down the Thames to Green-
wich, or attending the public theatres. " Though,"
he records in one place, of the King and the Duke
of York, se I admire them with all the duty pos-
sible, yet the more a man considers and observes
them, the less he finds of difference between them
and other men, though blessed be God," he adds,
" they are both Princes of great nobleness and
spirits," But with this fond statement should be
compared the sterner judgment of a contemporary
who, remarking that the King's " Wit was better
suited to his condition before he was restored than
afterwards," concluded that " the Wit of a
Gentleman and that of a crowned Head ought to
be different things."

We may recollect how the King's old tutor,
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